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arms behind him was surveying the autumnal contest that was
going on between the fitful sun-bursts and the swallowing clouds.
He seemed to be staring at this scene in order to associate it for-
ever with the idea of a Glastonbury commune.
"Goodness gracious!" he cried, "what a place this is for mists!
A commune . . . Yes I I would damned well like to see a
commune!'9
It was quaint to hear the mild feminine expletive of "goodness
gracious!" followed by so revolutionary an aspiration.
"Mr. Trent," cried Dave, his cheeks red with nervousness and
his blue eyes blinking, "you're not by any chance a Communist,
are you?"
The voluptuous mouth, with its heavy underlip, broke into an
amused smile. He shook his head vigorously and, as he did so,
resumed his seat on the bracken.
"No, Mr. Spear," he cried, laughing lightly, "I'm an anarchist!
My commune is just the opposite of yours! It's a voluntary asso-
ciation altogether. But part of its natural habit would be to pool
its resources for the common benefit; voluntarily of course; not
by compulsion; but it would pool them, Mr. Spear!"
The flush upon Dave's cheeks died away; and the gleam faded
from his blue eyes. He gave vent to the familiar little sigh which
everyone who knew him was so used to, the sigh of an honest man
forced by the logic of action in a world of expediency to act
against his nature.
"Well," he said, repeating this sigh, "we can work together
over this, anyway. In the Paris Commune there were Communists
and Anarchists; so why not in the Glastonbury one?"
"I won't be *arf glad to see a guillotine set up in this 'ere
bloody 'ole," threw in Red Robinson pensively.
"You're confusing your dates, my good man," chuckled the
Phoenician-looking stranger.
"What price dites if I 'ave the bloody 'ead of P. Crow
hesquire?"
"You're vindictive, Mr. Robinson," said Paul Trent, turning
his warm brown eyes upon this savage Jacobin.
"Hif you'd 'ad the hinsults high've 'ad, you'd be the sime,
Mister," rejoined the Cockney touchily.